ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

all lambent, soft, warm, sensuous, yet moving subject
round Giuseppino, who was always quiet, always ready,
always impersonal. There was a look of purpose, almost of
devotion on his face, that singled him out and made him
seem the one stable, eternal being among them. They
quarrelled, and he let them quarrel up to a certain point;
then he called them back. He let them do as they liked so
long as they adhered more or less to the central purpose, so
long as they got on in some measure with the play.

All the while they were drinking beer and smoking
cigarettes. The Alberto was barman: he went out con-
tinually with the glasses. The Maddelena had a small
glass- In the lamplight of the stage the little party read
and smoked and practised, exposed to the empty darkness
of the big room. Queer and isolated it seemed, a tiny
pathetic magic-land far away from the barrenness of
Switzerland. I could believe in the old fairy-tales where,
when the rock was opened a magic underworld was
revealed.

The Alfredo, flushed, roused, handsome, but very
soft and enveloping in his heat, laughed and threw him-
self into his pose, laughed foolishly, and then gave himself
up to his part The Alberto, slow and laborious, yet with a
spark of vividness and natural intensity flashing through,
replied and gesticulated; the Maddelena laid her head on
the bosom of Alfredo, the other men started into action,
and the play proceeded intently for half an hour.

Quick, vivid, and sharp, the little Giuseppino was
always central. But he seemed almost invisible When I
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